EVENING  ON THE BROADS.
Yearly she feeds on her dead, yet herself seems dead and
not living, Or confused as a soul heavy-laden with trouble that
will not depart. In the sound of her speech to the darkness the moan of
her evil remorse is, Haply, for strong ships gnawed by the dog-toothed
sea-bank's fang And trampled to death by the rage of the feet of her
foam-lipped horses Whose manes are yellow as plague, and as ensigns of
pestilence hang,
That wave in the foul faint air of the breath of a death-stricken city;
So menacing heaves she the manes of her rollers knotted ' with sand,